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Don't make too much 
OF it, Suzie. It's nothin’. 
Just somethin’ she... 
somethin’ she 
_ overheard. _ 


Neither 
do I. C'mon. 
| Whatever 
Reed's workin’ 


on.. 


AND) 


IF you jump 
in there, I’m not 
smart enough to 
know how to get 
you back. 
You, smart, 
controls. Me, 
fireproof, 
Hell. 


Franklin, close 
your eyes and 
cover your ears! 

It's just a ba 
dream, pal!, he 
lied. 


Note to self: 
the phrase “I’m 
in hell’ is officially 
no longer cute. 


Also noted: . 
"The Ring’? No 
longer scary. } 


B-burned...? 
But that's not... 


Stretcho, 
what's goin' 
on? We heard 
screamin’! 


Issssstt 
I haven't been 
buh-burned 


...not since 
we got our 


Don't 
Wait. Where's panic. I 
Franklin? will get him 
back. 
T'll get 
him back, and 
then... 


We're under attack! 
There's some sort of... 
energy moving through 
the building...changing 
uate warping 
IT... 


Panic? Get 
him back? Reed, 
where is our 
son? 


What's 
happening? 


Everyone pull to the 
center of the room 
while I activate 
our-- 


--defense 
euerenne, Pamn 
It: 


Stretcho, calm down! 
Y'sent Frankie through 
the teleportal? 
Where'd he end 
up? 


Trapped? 
My apa 


“Reed, do 
\ something! 


Victor? 
Are you 


Right outta 
her lips. His name, 
clear as a bell. This 
ain't his M.O., but that 
ain't no coincidence. 
Now...what's it 
mean? 


Hell. 


He's 
trapped 
in Hell. 


It means Oh, my God. 
he's here. It |t means he's 
means... watching us. He's 
watching us 
right now. 


Val's 
eyes are 
blue. 


\ 
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Don't hide behind 


my Children, Victor, 
/ 
ARE youP 


CP 


Richards. _ ty ; A se : 
aoa Sen 
SOS 


RZ 


. G 
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"Not his method 
of operation.” The 
gems that spill from 
your slackjawed maw, 
Grimm...your ignorant 
demeanor never fails 


to amuse. 


These are my methods now. 
The sorcerous power for which 
I bargained seems quite 
satisfactory, Haazareth 

' Three. , 


We Were 
wORrieD yOu 
miGHt Feel 
chEaTeD. 


_.BALATaBle. 


s€riOusly... 


-.WE'Re quite / 
BIEASEd yOU cAmE \ We mUsT 
tO Us, VictOr. Even j\wyy sAY, WE find 
In the nethErwOrid, p the sAcriFice 
yOur rEputAtion yOU offered 
BREcEDes yOU. We In exChANgE 
WerE wise tO bArgAin Quite eQuiTabLe 
with yOu. ANd... 


Choose pet words 
bEYonD that, hAviNg An carefully, demon. 
You OWE Us Earth AgENt Is Victor Von Doom bows 
nOthINgmOre Good FoR Our... before no other. I 
thAN... dCKnNOW- @ RepuTAtiOn. acknowledge you, 
leDgEmenT. Do not yes...as allies, not 


FORGet ThaT YOU masters. 
cOULdn'T hAVE DONE aLL 
This WithOut 
us. 


You will hardly feel 


age | eee » Ae eae 
laazareth. Once Richards 
OBSOLutEly. and his loved ones have 
been dealt with... 2 
Kes =? 
— : ‘ 
7 \ A: , 


...OUr ‘ 
influence on 


sphere can 
only grow.) 


Oh, man... 

I don't remember 

Al Roker predictin’ 
this... 


ages ei 
We're ready to \ 
Ly ieee betes 
move on ‘fore our 
ride gets turned | 
ina puede 
or somethin’. 


Pearle, 
y'r stayin’ 
behind with 


yy 


Why? Because W 
it's so safe here? 
Besides, Ben, we 
don't: even Kow 
if this... 
if this is 
val, really. No, 
we're coming along. 
Not much choice. 
I don't know 
about Johnnu, 
though. 


Zam noe 
sitting out. 
What've we got 


in the medicine 
cabinet to fix 


= 
ete 
s it. Let's 


2 
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XS, a 
C4 
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My son is in Hell and my 
daughter is possessed. 
We are not, as Johnny 
would say, screwing 
around. 


My love for 
my children trumps 
my distaste for 
weapons. We go to 
Victor, we hit him 
fast and we hit him 
hard until he sets 
things right. 


\} 


My fault. This is my 

fault. I should have 

been able to grab 
Franklin-- 


You'll 
get another 
chance. 


That 
plasticast 
should numb 
the pain while it 
heals your leg. 
You're ready 
to fight? 


Y'Know, ya 
really threw 
me back 
there. 
Taint 
used t'bein' th’ 
level-headed 


one. 


But 
ya look a 
little more 
focused. 


Not even 
sure I knew 
we had an 

arsenal. 


: Yeah, 
but...how 
do we fight 
Doom this 
time? 


He's got 


That's why I'm draftin' 
an expert, squirt. We 
ain't goin' in alone. I'm some sorta 
Saruman 
thing goin’ 


callin’ Stephen 
Strange. ‘lo, stephen? pee 
It's Ben. Lissen, we 
need ya t'start pullin’ I'm aware of - 
some Kinda rabbit Doom's activities, 
outta a hat. It's Benjamin. They're 
not a priority. 


Doom. 


Naw. Naw. 
Y'r not gettin’ 
it. Look, just 'cause 
u'r th' most powerful 
sorcerer guy on th’ 
planet don't mean 
you ain't in danger, 
too-- 


appreciate your 
\ concern. 


You're correct. Poom knows 


my abilities and knowledge rival 
any he could amass. j a 
Thank 
you for the 


Still, by employing warning. 


§ asufficiently arcane 
4 cloaking incantation, 
| he could have taken 
even me by surprise 
with a demonic 
assault. 


Great. Fat 
lotta help 
he was... 


Victor's behavior 
is unthinkable. Why, 
after all these years, 


some egghead. I 
think the fact that u'r 
so rattled answers We always 
that question, knew his momwas a 
don't it? gypsy witch. Doom \ | 
finally got wise an' | 
started bonin' up on } | 


is he coming at us with 
such unscientific 
means? 


Oh, please. Not 
even countin' Strange, 
how many spell-castin' 


weirdos we crossed paths © Naw, you 
with over th' years? believe in it. 
Franklin's nanny was 4 You just don't 
a witch! like it. A lot, 


you don't 
like it. 


It ain't absurd... 
‘cause when people 
throw it around, it's 
th' only time you ain't 
the smartest guy 
in the room. UG 


Nobody 
likes feelin’ 
stupid. 


Just ask 
Victor. 


hocus-pocus. 


What the--? 
Did we lose the 
engine? More'n that. 
Generators went 
dead, an’ all the 
instruments are 
hinked out. 


We just 
hit Latverian 
airspace. I'm 
gonna go out 

ona limb... 


our ol pal set up 
y a no-science zone 
over his homeland. 
: We may as well be 
flyin’ a filin’ 
cabinet. 
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Ask your 
brother. , 
He's 
the one who 
left the boy 
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4 It's...okKay. 
Didn't...break 


anything... 
Where'd... 
Victor go...? 


Come at me 
again, Richards. And 
again. Don't stop 

with physical Unleash 


your technological 
marvels. Bring your 
vaunted scientific 
brilliance to 
bear. 


( Do your 
\ worst. 


C'mon, Reed. 
He's bluf¥in’. 
You're the big 
brain. There's 
gotta be a way 
t' pull this 
out. 


Thinka 
somethin’! 
j TH) BE 
COnTnvleos 


